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From the Editors 


Dear Minstrel Reader: 


Welcome to the newly resurrected Minstrel, an open forum which allows aspiring poets, 
prose writers, and visual artists the opportunity to present their work to a larger audience. 
The need for The Minstrel became especially evident to Dennis and I after completing English 
303, a creative writing course. Students wrote many poems and prose pieces of high quality 
which probably would never receive exposure outside of class. With The Minstrel we hoped to 
remedy this and, therefore, this issue contains a large number of pieces that were written for 
that course. In addition to these works are included numerous submissions received in 
response to a general request issued to the student body. 

Due to space restrictions, all submissions received could not be printed. The editorial 
decision making process was more arduous than previously anticipated; we hope, however, that 
you will appreciate the pieces that were chosen. 

Thank-you for your attention. (Please don't toss The Minstrel out. If you don’t want to 
read it, you can always use the blank sides of the pages to keep track of your Scrabble scores.) 


E. M. De Vries 


Dear Minstrel Reader; 


There isn’t much to say beyond the few brief comments that follow: 
Thank you writers. 
Thank you E.M.. 
Thank you H. C. 
Thank you Rick De Graaf for the use of the Atari 1040. 
If anybody wants to edit the Minstrel next year , talk to me. 
Here it is. Sorry it’s so late. 


Dennis Van Staalduinen 
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Grave Grieving 


The casket moves forward, 

Black umbrellas bob in line, 

As children follow a still mother: 
Imprinting gone awry. 

Oh blessed are the dead 

Whose deeds follow in good stead. 


Families cling in the rain, 
Women tighten the shawl 
Wives stand alone. . . watching 
Grave men bear the pall. 

Each clan stands forlorn; 
Alone, wives will mourn. 


Among the grey grave stones 
The green ground gapes wide. 
The rain falls in the wound; 
The casket is lowered inside. 
He makes her lie down 

In green pastures. . . to drown. 


Grandmother bends over the grave; 
Tear falls upon the child of her womb. 
Wrinkled brow furrows further 

For the flesh of her flesh entombed. 

To cut short her days you have bidden; 
Under a mantle of death she is hidden. 


Oh God, who am ! to darken 

Your counsel and speak without wisdom-- 
Where was I when you laid 

The foundations of your kingdom? 

Oh Blessed is he that gives, and takes, 

For I am he that neither does, nor makes. 


Grace Hoftyzer 
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Dust 


The yellow book is rarely read; 

It is not old or weathered enough. 
How can knowledge lie 

In a sunflower? 


The oak has been around; 

Has seen storms build up and fade, 
Seasons flow, 

Flowers die and fertilize. 


Brown, grey, hard; 

The essence of experience. 
Revised, not changed; 
Given new covers. 


Yellow is the beauty, 

And pink, and orange, and red. 
If the forest burns, 

What will grow back first? 


Nathan Seinen 


Five Minute Filibuster 


stop pulling the wool / You’re scratching my eyes / Eclipse of the sun / Darkens my 
skies / Sidewalk of glue / I hang from a branch / My arms getting tired / But at 
least I can dance / Don’t touch me / With your invisible hand / I paddle the boat / 
You're holding the oars / I can’t climb your stairs / If you’re closing the doors / You 
pulled the sword / Right out of the stone / I’m stuck in the mud / Of the land that 
you own / You don’t touch me / With your invisible hand 


Nathan Seinen 
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Now I am alone... 
the world is black and quiet 
I treasured the silence and now 
it wreaks its revenge in booming waves of nothing on my ears 


Am I rejected? or merely forgotten? 
like a doll lost under a bed, still beautiful 
but unlooked for. 


Somewhere I am wanted and 
apart of myself sits 
alone in the midnight stillness 
there is too much space between us 
to hear tears falling or 
to see a whispered name dissolve in breath 


Can we never belong while alone? 


Surely there must be a universal key 
for every lock 

--a piece which completes the puzzle of each existence 
Can He not meet every need 

even when that need is for a certain one. 


My father once stood there filling the place of 
one-who-would-come 
“Who’s your love?" daddy! and echoes of laughter and 
lifted out of emptiness into 
arms warmth loving belonging being 


And now 


a Father of spirit and sense and shadowy presence 
reaches down 

brushes a cheek free of tears 

Wipes the dust from a brow or hand 


and space is somehow filled with a 
joyous hush 

and the emptiness releases its hold 

and the dark is not afraid 

.. now Iam Alone. 


Alison Grzesik 
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The Trophy 


Like Margaret Atwood’s Little Red Hen, 
I sit here, in my little white dress, and smile 
a slight, demure smile. 


But, in my mind, Iam 
riding bareback on a cantering horse over the great expanse 
of the flat, never-ending Prairies. 


For you, Iam the peacemaker, the centrepiece, and the wine. 
Tonight I’ll dismount my horse again 
for you. 


Your guests congratulate me for a simply wonderful meal, 
and they wonder how long it must have taken to prepare. 
Let them wonder. 


If they knew, they’d be dumbfounded, and that wouldn’t do. 
Businessmen in black suits don’t go well 
with silence. 


What would they say? 
What would you do? 
Truth can be debilitating. 


I broke a pink fingernail opening the box, 
and it took me ten minutes to take 
the plastic wrap off. 


But this is my little secret. 
Off my horse, I sit here in 
your little white dress. 


And I smile as you all become drunk. And then 
I finally escape with a bottle 
and a glass of my own. 


As far as I’m aware, there’s no law 
against riding a horse 
while intoxicated. 


Lara Schat 
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Hype and... 


Hype and Tea 


I sit at the table, drinking a cup of tea. 
The cup I hold is the one you drank out of last night. 
I hate it when deja vu’s make your tea taste bitter. 
But all I really remember is you slipping out the back door... 
while I was making more of your favorite tea in the kitchen. 
Maybe it’s better you’re gone--conversations don’t mean much 
When it’s mainly one person talking to herself all the time 
But it’s better than this silence 
and this over-steeped tea. 


Hype and train ride 


I'm listening to The Mission, a good tape to listen to while you ride the train to Scotland. Every 
musical tone emphasizes the dramatic unity of the telephone wires up above, waxing and waning 
together, weaving in and out, coming together at the same moment as the peak of musical climax. 
I wish I could get off this train and, hand over hand, grab onto those strong cables they call 
telephone wires, follow them all the way back home. What does Scotland hold for me, anyways? 

As I'm thinking these thoughts, I notice my Mission tape is over--I turn it around to listen to 
“side A" again, but before I can drown in the music and continue my "escape plan" from the train, 
I feel us slowing down. Stopping. | 

We're at the station--platform is bare and I read this sign: "Welcome to Edinburgh." I have 
never felt so unwelcome in all my life. I get off the train and look around but there’s no telephone 
wires within a mile of this place. | 

April 1992 


Hype of SMC 


There’s thunder in my head again 
I’m beyond silence and it’s so deafening 
Below the noise I’ve slipped 
But noise can’t shatter you. 
Iremain. You remain. Noise remains. 
All disconnected, yet reflected in each other. 
How can I grasp this noise away and have only 
those days when I didn’t know you 
When my soul was one 
When my heart knew none 
And sunshine meant a simple sun. 
August 1992 
Hanna Van Dyke 
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The Forgotten Stories 


The stories always travel by night, 

across my eyes, via my brain’s drowsy 
pathways, from some distant domain 

where the Muses reign, to a hidden vault 

deep within my psyche, a steady stream of 
nomads, ever-moving, never turning. 

I see their forms.clearly, hear their 

boots stamp, promise I’ll remember them 
tomorrow, swear my mind’s camera will recall 
their faces, as I drift back into sleep. 


In the morning I search my mind 

for stragglers, some remnant left 
behind, but all I find from the 

night before is the imprint of my head 
upon my pillow, and their footprints 
on my memory already fading. 


The stories never travel by day, 
Sunlight’s harsh reality is too 
blinding, so they burrow deeper, 
preferring to remain nocturnal creatures, 
perhaps to parade another night, 

in a new formation, perhaps waiting 
for newcomers to cross the field. 
And I promise that tonight I will 
record them, swear they never again 
will be forgotten, lost, neglected 
wanderers from their homeland, as I 
drift back into sleep, with untouched 
pen and paper on my nightstand. 


Shelley M. Hogeveen 
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Loneliness 


Loneliness aching through my body 
Staring up at the skies above 
Reaching out, finding none to help me 
I give myself to my father’s love. 


Longing for the caress of caring, 

But all I have is the stroke of shame 
Crying out, no-one’s there to hear me 
Violent betrayal rips through my frame. 


Leaving home was my first salvation 

A bird escaped from a serpent’s lust 
Breaking out, in a scream of anguish 

My bloodstained heel grinds his head to dust. 


Loneliness aching through my body 
Staring up at the skies above 
Reaching out, finding One to help me 
I give myself to my Father’s love. 


Lies van Arragon 
December 3, 1992 


Five Haiku Poems 


Before they awake 
And stretch their violet glory, 
The buds bow low. 


Words, tall and true, 
Are suppressed by cold coffee 
And crumpled paper. 


In the silence 
And searching, He hears all from 
Wet cheeks and clasped hands. 
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She sits still and small, 
Holding her baby against 
Her black and blue dress. 


That supper is good 


Which satisfies your hunger 


And quenches your thirst. 


Elizabeth Van Den Assem 


Longhouse 


The air is still within the longhouse. 

The wind which vibrates its weathered ribs 
Penetrates only in shallow breaths, 
Pungent whiffs of dried tobacco. 

Hushed, the visitor shudders. 

She is chilled by lack of life 

In this aisle of compacted clay, 

A spine of barren fire pits. 


Her guide book to Indian Life 
Details how over forty people 
Once lived in buildings similar 
To this Longhouse Replica. 


But a sense of swarm of being, 
The scent of forty people 
Cooking and sleeping together 
Escapes her numbed imagination. 


She steps into the thick sunlight 
Coursing through the smoke holes. 
It illuminates a corn husk membrane 
And warms her gold-flecked hair. 


11 


E.M. De Vries 
November 1, 1992 
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22 being that all-important year, 

the year that we test the bounds of brotherly 

bond, shaping fate over faith, 

destiny over death, 

you in the year and 

I on the eve, 

22 being the year when my he 

shut that door and closed off 

the wholeness of shared 

experience for a dialogue 

of dialectics and suspicion and 

22 being the year when your he 

made that knot and ended the discussion 

for good and all, 

22 being that all-important year when 

we come to understand 

whether your he and my he are 

indeed we, 

you in the year and 

I on the eve. | 
T. David Van Belle 


City Square 


Walking on paths of unknown ends. 
Wandering by without extending hands. 
Solemn, straight and dignified. 
One direction, 
Selfish endeavors. 
Alone, hopeless; 
A bitter end. 


Going along in one’s own plans. 
Walking by without extending hands. 
Pathways touch but never meet. 
Living together, 

As strangers, 

Side by side, 
In the street. 


Diana Mostert 
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A Call to Wallow 


Swim in mud! Go and wallow in 
Furrow-mud for a stirring while! 
Taste the joys of mud-suck rapture-- 
Know the succourous ecstasy 
Of breathing through mud-lavished lips 
And exalting in whimsical, 
Grimy, pig-trough joy! Think of it! 
Mud swallows when you loll in it; 
Gives way beneath and wraps 
Your skin in--gently, lovingly 
Cradles you in its pliant and 
Tender, cradle-to-grave embrace. 


I was afraid--fear of shame had 
Hydro-dammed me still and dead-- 
But I did it; and gushing with 
Impetus I rushed down the course 
Of the rut to mingle in mud. 


My mother’s bathtub hated me. 

It could never stomach my stains. 
Nor could its plastic ingest me. 

But earth-ooze could bear me and in 
The earth’s black belly, there was no 

Guilt or sending to rooms without 
Supper. I could know for fact, when 

Earth had guzzled me like milk 
Down the ditch’s throat--down to the 

Vital guts of humus and clay-- 
That I was clean--that I was clean. 

This was bathing; and it was good. 


Ditch-junk became my company-- 
Trash and I could wallow together 
We formed a league of wasted things-- 
Fencewood, boxes and tires, bottles 
And boy--wasting time together. 


People would doubt your mother’s 

Care if they knew. But let this be 
Your secret mud-wallow, done in 

The ditch alone. Don’t let them know. 
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Yet imagine if ancient, deep- 
Anchored things--some rusty tendrils 
Of barb-studded wire should hook you 
At the cheek, and gash you, and wind 
Your neck in as you thrash to be 
Free; suppose those wires throttled you 
Till you were drowning and you screamed; 
Suppose you screamed too loud--what then? 
How could you hide if they heard your cry? 
What could you say to their questions? 


Seek your mud-love while you may. You 
Might endure to find and wed her 
In that place where breathless silence 
Dwells; move softly as you enter 
And mud lips will kiss you better. 


I waited patiently for my fruition 

Suckled and rocked in a dark, muddy womb. 
In darkness I found my semblance of heaven: 
Abraham’s bosom was slimy but warm. 


Into my stillness her hand came 
Plunging to grasp me. Into peace 
Came mother’s noises, straw taste and 
Vomiting, and throat-stuffing blasts 
Of dry, sterile air. My mother 
Screamed the neighbourhood out. And she 
Wept mother’s tears as she held me: 
She was a mother in distress 
Weeping her gasping boy. And I? 
I was a lately caught catfish 
Flopping on dock-wood, out of sphere, 
Dazed by sirens, not grasping that 
The ‘grubby, bloody, sliced-up kid’ 
That the doctors discussed was me. 


They had to dredge the dirt from the trenches 
In my face--disinfect each twitching inch, 

Then they gauzed me with cloth and sympathy. 
Plastic surgeons worked what wonders my 
Mother could buy. "At least we saved his eyes,” 
They said. Yes. His eyes were saved to see 
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Shame in the bathroom mirror when he shaves 

The meagre spots that still grow stubble. And 

The white of my kleenex is always spread 

With constellations of razor blood. Pale, 

Doughy scar-mounds rise where wounds used to be. 


Swim in a ditch! Strip down to your 
Underwear and descend to it! 
Ply forward and bathe in splendour; 
Ply out and roll in its glory. 
Do it because the mud is warm, 
Dark, and turbidly beautiful 
And the reeds tickle as you move. 
Do it for for whatever, just don’t 
Think about scars or tea-time talk 
Of your state of mind or the jokes 
Of your mother as she cackles 
With her friends. Just swim. Just wallow. 
Just die if you must. Just don’t make 
The fatal mistake of screaming. 


Dennis Van Staalduinen 


The Jester’s Jest 


The silkworm spins a silver sheath; 

He wraps himself in bright facades. 

The shiny threads stretch tight and taut; 
His smile stretches ear to ear. 

Too much tension. 

Too much pressure. 

The thread breaks; 

His face cracks 


Lara Schat 
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The Great Tree is a Hydrant to Me 


I have no important papers, 

unless you count the business section 
spread out in the corner. 

Really, there is nothing 

in writing to prove my worth. 

I stand in no tradition. 

Iam not musedly appointed to retrieve 
the sun, moon and stars 

in all their glory; nor am I 

saintly intended to lumber up and over 
this mountain of modern culture 

and nurse the fallen classics 

back from the dead; 

besides, the classics 

already suffer from an overdose of bourbon. 
And you can’t teach 

a new dog old tricks. 

Iam a mixed up species; 

my identity lies in my genus, 

or so I reassure myself. 

I wag defiantly at the top dogs, 

T. S. Poodle, Ernest Pitbull. 

I wag at the whole Pound, 

though without a tail, I doubt I’m seen. 
I’m rough, very rough, rough indeed. 

I am just a measly heinz, 

there are far too many other kinds 
within me. Unique is undesirable, apparently. 
All I beg for is a nic(h)e warm home, 
where I can howl out my meaning, 
scratch at the itches and ills of society, 
and scamper through the wild woods, 
impetuous but, revered 

and honoured as, truly, 

man’s best friend. 


Steve Vanderstoep 


16 
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The End 


Ichabod stood on the face of a deserted planet. All life around him had vanished. He 
gazed at the sun as it slowly rolled behind the red horizon. Beside him stood his wife Mara. 
They alone were left. Every other living thing on the planet had vanished completely. The 
trees were gone, the animals were gone, and the people were gone. They stood side by side, 
gazing at the sun. Ichabod put his arm around Mara, and they turned to walk into their 
house. Their footsteps crunched unnatural and loud as they trudged towards the door. 

Their farmhouse was untouched by the devastation. Its shutters were still bright white, 
in stark contrast to the bleak world around them. Its cheery red looked piteous against the 
sombre red sky. The barn was starting to blend with the rest of the landscape: all the 
animals had died and Ichabod saw no purpose in maintaining it. The interior of their house 
was as it always had been, brightly and cheerfully decorated. However, the paintings of 
verdant landscapes seemed ironic when compared to the desolation. The dried flowers 
served as reminders of what had happened to the surrounding world. The windows, which 
had once framed living fields, now enclosed rolling plains of dust. The — contained a 
bright and cheery fire made from some broken barn-boards. 

Mara and Ichabod prepared dinner together and sat down and ate it in silence. In the 
beginning they had talked a lot,,-but now each word seemed to be mocked by the thick 
stillness all around them. In the beginning they had not worried about food, but as their 
stores of canned goods ran out, they began to worry. The nearby brook seemed to have been 
untouched, but for that it was now dusty and tasted dry, when it had once been fresh and 
lively. They had water enough. 

After they had finished eating and cleaning up their dishes, Ichabod and Mara went to 
their room and prepared for bed. They would then lie in bed together and read from the 
Bible. Since the beginning, they had begun to read more and more from Revelation. The end 
of the world seemed to have come, and they seemed to have been left behind. Had God 
forgotten them? When they finished reading the Bible, they said prayers together. 

Their prayers had grown shorter and shorter; they had no one to pray for but themselves, 
and they had few needs, but to know the answer to their question. Sluggishly, the morning 
sun would rise in the sky until its light broke through their window. Mara would awaken 
first. She always looked out the window in hope, in hope that it had all been a dream and 
that she would wake to see her farm the way she remembered it: with cows lowing, chickens 
clucking, corn swaying in warm breezes, and children running about and playing. Each 
morning she would peer over the windowsill, then sink back into the bed in despair. She 
would wake Ichabod, who would roll over and kiss her lightly. 

They prayed each morning when they had dressed. Mara missed the farm most at 
breakfast: bacon and eggs for breakfast with fresh milk and butter. The canned goods had 
long become monotonous and stale tasting. Ichabod would leave the house after breakfast 
and walk straight away from the farm. Each day he went ina different direction. Each day 
he returned with the same news; they were still alone. Mara asked to come with him one 
day, because the loneliness became too great alone at home. Ichabod agreed and afterwards 
they searched for others together each day. 
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This went on until they had almost used up their food. 
Ichabod decided that the time had come for more drastic action. "Mara," he said. The 
word hung in the air, and fell into the dust. His voice was rough from long disuse. Its rich 

timbre had vanished into a raspy wheeze. | 

"Yes, Ichabod?" Mara’s once gentle, musical voice was now coarse and cracked. 

"We must gather up all we have and leave. There is nothing here for us." 

"Where will we go?” 

"Away. 

They packed together in silence. In the beginning they had used their truck to search, but 
it soon became apparent that there was no one near, so they searched on foot in case they | 
would ever need to travel long distances. They packed all their food and placed it in the 
back of the truck. They filled an equal number of barrels with gasoline and water. They left 
all their personal belongings behind--all but one family portrait. They waited until the next 
morning to start out. After a silent breakfast and prayers for good travel, they left their farm. 

Before entering the truck they took one last look at their home, then got in and drove 
away. As Ichabod drove, Mara looked out the window until the farm was no longer in sight. 
They drove west. Day after day they put miles behind them. The land never 
changed--always gentle rolling hills of dust. Each morning Ichabod would turn on the radio 
and Mara would search through all the frequencies in search of anything. The days and 
miles continued to roll by. 

One day, the land changed. Instead of rolling hills of dust, they had come to steeper hills 
of dust. The next day the hills were steeper and there were rocks piercing the surface. With 
anew excitement they drove on. 

"Ichabod, this is new." 

"Let’s wait and see.” 

"We must be near something." 

Their excitement grew as the rocks became more and more frequent, and soon the drive 
was very rough as the truck struggled its way through the rough terrain. 

"We must be near something now." 

"Let’s wait and see." 

One day the dust ended, and the truck found itself working over nothing but rocks. The 
rocks gradually smoothened until the truck could drive easily as before. For days, they 
continued driving on rocks. 

Ichabod and Mara became nervous when their supply of gasoline was a quarter gone, 
half gone, then three quarters gone. The barrels were nearing empty, when they saw the 
horizon rise in the distance. The closer they came, the higher the horizon rose. Soon it 
loomed overhead. Ichabod said it was a mountain, but Mara said it was not possible; 
mountains were pointed, but the horizon was straight, just higher than they had ever 
thought possible. 

One day they reached the foot of the horizon. They stopped and looked up. 

"Mara, we will stop here for today, and tomorrow we will start to climb the horizon." 

They sat together looking up at the sky. Night came much sooner--at the time that would 
have been noon--as the sun sank behind the horizon high over head. They lay down to sleep 
for the night. 

In the morning they started up the horizon. When they had gone for several hours, the 
truck ran out of gas. Ichabod put it in park. 
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"Well, now we carry our own burdens," Mara said. Her voice had regained some of its 
musical quality, for she and Ichabod had been talking more lately. They had something to 
talk about; they were in new land. 

"We’ve never been afraid of hard work before." His voice, too, had regained some of its 
former beauty. 

So they packed as much as they could carry. But before they left, Ichabod opened the 
door of the truck, reached in, and took it out of park. It began to roll down towards the 
foothills, and soon it was out of sight. Ichabod and Mara began to walk up. The day lasted 
longer, because they were closer to the very edge of the horizon now. They ended the day 
with a meal and prayers, then lay down to sleep.The next day, they got up, prayed, and 
continued to walk up. | 

By noon, they could see the end of the horizon clearly. They reached the edge of the 
horizon at what would have been night, but the sun did not set. They stood together at the 
top. They looked back the way they had come and could see the land sloping away from 
them. They had been ascending since they had left their farm, but it had been so gradual 
they had not noticed. | 

_ Mara and Ichabod put their arms around each other and turned to look past the 
horizon. It dropped straight down. They could not see its end. The sun shone in their faces 
and obscured their vision. Suddenly it grew dark on the edge of the horizon as, over in the 
direction of their farm, the sun started to rise. The great, gaping void was now too dark to 
see into. 

"Mara." 

“Ichabod.” 

“What will we do now?" 

"We could travel again, but we have no food, water, or transportation." 

"We could wait.” 

"For what?" 

"We could continue to travel." 

“Where?” 

"The same direction." 

"Over the edge?" 

"Yes." 

"Yes," Mara said. "We will wait until the sun sets, and when it is beneath us it may catch 
us." 

Mara and Ichabod lay down to sleep. They slept until the sun had set and was beyond 
the horizon. They woke together. They sat up and said their prayers, but this morning they 
had new things to pray about. When they had finished, they rose, ate the last of their bread, 
drank the last of their water and then stood and faced past the edge of the horizon. 

Ichabod put his arms around Mara. "I love you, Mara." 

"I love you, too, Ichabod." Mara put her arms around Ichabod. 

They turned, then together stepped off the end of the horizon. 

- They fell until the sun rose and caught them. 


James de Boer 
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The Light of the Day 


The mourning comes when the Sun is gone. 
How I fear this day will never end. 

I walk the streets in darkness, 

Colliding helplessly 

With the ruins of a fallen city. 

"Who is there?" I cry out. 

A Voice gently replies, "I Am”. 

I walk away. 


The day grows colder and lonelier, 

I turn many times to the warmth 

Of dead end streets, 

Only to find a scorching flame. 

If only there was a fire 

That would blaze without burning me. 

If only someone would answer when I called. 
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Then I remember the Voice that said, "I Am." 
I call out again, "Who is there?" 

The Voice again replies, "I Am." 

I reach out to touch the Voice. 

Suddenly my eyes are opened; 

I can see the ruined city. 

I can see the Light of the day. 


The Sun is seen only when 
Your eyes are opened. 
The Voice is heard only when you listen. 
The Sun is always there, 
Every day. 
The Voice is always calling. 
Richard Tomlin 


Flight of the Fascists 


Orange flames invade the lives of many 
the black smoke chokes out the sky 
and the life beneath 


Men flee with their torches 
their dark coats hide unknown secrets 


Dilapidated buildings 
abandoned and 

crumbling 

are left to fend for themselves 


Artillery machines that aim heavenward 
are also deserted 
their power no longer effective 


Statues without honour 

broken 

corpses left in the snow to freeze 
to be buried 


One icon reaches heavenward 
pleading 

a life that is broken 

a livelihood destroyed 


All is left to the consuming inferno 
the wall of flame approaching 
this pit of death. 
Elsie Korvemaker 


the Minstrel | Volume 3, Spring 1993 


Singles Ad 


The singles ad said "I like to read." 

I read that and I thought 

of some straight-laced lady with a bun 

and thick wire-rimmed glasses reading, 

I don’t know, something like Shakespeare-- 
something thick and leather-covered. 


So I call her up, thinking I could get 

a little bit of fun out of her, you know, 
raz her on the telephone a bit. 

But she answers and she’s got 

this low, husky voice that’s kinda 
sexy--I mean, all she said was "Hello" 
but she said it so low and sexy-like 
that all I could think of was pulling 
the pins out of her bun and letting her 
hair fall loose onto her shoulders. 


So I tell her that I saw 

her ad in the newspaper 

and wondered if she wanted 

to go to a movie or something tonight. 
She said that was okay, but then 

she said something like "make sure 
your hands are clean'-- 

but she said it kind of joke-like, 

so I laughed even though I didn’t 
know what she meant. 


So I get to her house and since 

she didn’t come out to the car 

when I honked the horn, I go 

to her door and ring the bell. 

The door opens and I see 

that she’s a drop-dead 

gorgeous type with red hair. 

But then I see she’s wearing 
jogging pants and a sweatshirt. 

"Do you still have to change?" 

I ask, but she just shakes her head 
with a smile on her face 

and tells me to come in so she can explain. 
She smiles at me again and closes 
the door. Then without even asking 
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me to sit down she disappears 

for like five minutes. 

So I’m just standing there in her 
living room and it’s 

just packed with books-- 
bookshelves on every wall 

and books in piles beside every chair. 
And I’m thinking 

this is one weird chick. 


So I sit down, rest my feet 

ona pile of Shakespeare. 

I was just bending down to 

scratch my ankle when I hear 

the chick walk in behind me 

and | hear this click. 

I turn around and there she 

is with a pistol in one hand 

and an orange paperback in the other. 


She tells me not to worry 

but then she asks me if my hands 

are clean and I get kind of scared 

that she’s some kind of psycho 

or something. But I show her my hands 
and she nods, tells me to stand 

beside the green leather chair 

at the other end of the room. 

So I do, since she’s got 

a gun and all. 


She comes and sits down 

in that green leather chair 

and she hands me the paperback, 
tells me to open it to page 107. 

I do, and she motions with her gun 
for me to stand in front of her. 

So I’m getting kinda worried 
cause the gun’s still pointing 

at me and all I have 

to protect myself with is 

a thin orange paperback. 


She tells me ina soft, low voice 
that she wants me to turn the page 
everytime she nods her head. 
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And then she whips out a pad of paper 
and a pen from beside the chair. 


I look at her like she’s some 
kind of nut and ask her 

why the hell she can’t turn the 
pages herself. She looks kind of 
annoyed and I get scared again. 


But she just says, " Have you ever tried 

to take notes while reading a paperback? It’s 

damn near impossible--the book keeps closing 

on you while you’re writing and you lose your place. 
I just got tired of trying to hold the book 

open when it was determined to keep flying shut 
and decided to get some help. If you don’t mind." 


So I stand there for damn 

near three hours, holding the book 

open while she writes things down 

on her pad in her thin handwriting. 

She lets me take a break every half hour 
or so while she rubs her eyes 

and massages her right hand. 

And after a while I forget about the gun, 
and I think she does too, 

and | start trying to read the book upside down 
since there isn’t anything else to do-- 

I don’t catch very much, but it’s 

by some Italian guy, a name 

that starts with "Mach." 


Well, she reaches the end of the last page 
and she closes her eyes--I could 

have taken the gun from her then, 

but I thought she’s a harmless nut 

and I probably would be kinda tired too 
of my books trying to shut all the time, 
especially if I read as many as she did. 


So I ask her if she’s done this 

with all the guys who ask her out 
and doesn’t it kinda put a damper 
on the relationship. She laughs 

and says no, the damn book just shut 
once too often. I laugh too, 
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and as I leave | say that she’s kind 
of like me when the stupid 
remote control batteries run out. 


So I leave, but I call her up 

the next week, and I ask her if 

she wants to come over to do some 
more reading, cause it was kind of fun, 
in a kinky sort of way. 


She laughed, but’said sure and what 
would I like to read, Sterne 
or some other guy--I forget his name. 
I said it didn’t matter, 
just so long as it was short-- 

_my back got kind of sore 
the last time. 


So she rings the door bell, 
and when I open it, I point the gun 
at her and motion for her to stand 
over by the t.v. set. And I tell her 
that the remote is broken 
again and to flick the channel 
whenever I nod my head. “But 
make sure your hands are clean," 
I say. She laughs and says 
"Only the brave know how to forgive," 
...or something like that--I don’t 
understand her half the time. 

E. M. De Vries 


Mental Block 


The mind. 
Blank; 
Like a sheet of paper. 


Bricks. 
A wall of them 
Set up in the 
Nether regions of the mind. 


Mental block. 
Waiting for a train that 
Never comes. 
Glenn Ryzebol 
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The Song of the Wood-Nymph 


I slide and glide 

In pools of light 

Bathed in the moonbeams’stare 
I prance and dance 

In sun-scorched stance 
Beneath Apollo’s glare 


I slip and trip 

Between the trees 

For men these trees hold fear 
Oak, Ash, and Pine-- 

All these are mine 

So do not venture near 


Snatches, catches-- 

My love is matchless 

I weave men from my loom 

I tempt them all 

With glimpses small 

Then lead them to their doom 


So do not venture here 


Nancy van Arragon 


Poem for ----- ’s Father 


I do not know you, 

you who pushed that 
white-hot coal onto my skin. 
You forced it upon 

a friend, who carried it 

one thousand miles from 
you to me. 
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I 
cannot 
imagine 
what it would have been like 
to have carried 
the fiery chunk in my 
pocket the whole journey. 
T. David Van Belle 


The Feminine Mystique 


Do IT exist 

only asa 

smiling placard 

to mark worthy achievements? 


Do I exist 

simply to bring 

into incarnate existence 

those who might make their mark? 


Do lTexist 

only asa 

peripheral pattern of pastel points 
and smooth, supple curves? 


Do I exist 
simply to placate and appease 
a variety of moods? 


Do I exist 

only as an ornament 
to daintily decorate 
front doors? 


Do I exist only? 
Do I exist simply? 
Do I exist? 
Dol...? 
Lara Schat 
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Finite Man 


Existing in time is a man walking ona beach. 
Beneath his feet lie grains of sand from ancient days, 
Washed onto the shores by vibrating waves. 
His wanderings leave footprints behind 
Leaving a path for the shadows to find. 
Wandering on; with grains between his toes, 
Carried to the next steps in which he goes. 
Beneath his feet lie grains of shells from ancient days. 
From animals now in their watery graves. 


The man is searching for knowledge. 

Searching for his place in life; in time. 
He looks at the water, the sand and the shells, 

They are all in harmony, as nature tells. 

Just as the sun rises and sinks, 

As the moon turns in its cycles; 

So is time, in the life of man. 
From the very beginning to the very end. 
Diana Mostert 


tree 


the guardian of the forest: 

rough bark stretched taut 

over hardened muscle, 

mossy fur clinging to unshaven skin. 

touch his rooted leg, 

almost feel it flex. 

his trunk, features protruding 

of wood spirits, howling 

in pantomime stillness, 

bubbling out as if to break 

through grey skin in which 

they have been captured. 

lusty branches reaching 

for lithe trunks nearby 

swaying their hips toward him, 

hoary arms desiring lovers 

in their sensuous hold, 

damp leaves his masculine scent. 

the master of the forest, 

latent power, idle stance, 

brooding over us as we pass. 

Shelley Hogeveen 
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Ageless Glance 


Not that the old man even saw me 
staring. 
By his expression he had retreated into his past 
and it consumed him 
today. 
It was no different from any other day 
in these last few years | 
for this gentle man. 
His frayed jacket grinned at the cold weather, 
leather and black fashions of those his younger 
who walked by acknowledging his fear of non-existence as 
they impatiently never saw his face. 
But I saw that face, 
not that the old man saw me staring. 
The lines on his brow gave away one to the next, 
and the spaces told the story in its true context. 
I felt his story sink inside me. 
His passions, his thoughts, he feared, he knew; 
he would leave no legacy, 
only scorned, scared dreams. 
I could not understand. 
I had not been where his normal shoes led him, 
I had not danced where his greyer pants took him, 
I had not rolled up the sleeves of that shirt 
when his work led him, 
I had not spoken truth or found love 
where his lips brought him, 
I had not heard the band play 
or smelled the open perfume of his love 
as his ears and nose led him, 
I had not seen, 
or cried at what his tired, blank, caring eyes saw 
me. 
The old man saw me staring 
into his soul. 
I hate mirrors. 
Vaughn Gowling 
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The Secret 


"You can tell me about it. It will help to talk, you know.’ 


Don’t tell, don’t tell, don’t tell 

the hoarse harsh words are bruised into my brain, 
and fear wells up. That same choking sensation 
begins again. 


Don’t tell, don’t tell, don’t tell 

his hands reach out for me; | want to scream 
but dare not make a sound. I lie still, praying 
that it’s a dream. 


Don’t tell, don’t tell, don’t tell 

and then he’s gone. It hurts too much to cry. 
I must get up, pretend there’s nothing wrong, 
just live the lie. 


"There’s really nothing to tell. I’m just having a bad day.” 


Lies van Arragon 
August 9, 1992 


l(a leaf falls) one | iness 


Wind blows and gently shakes tree. Drives flakes of snow along ground. Last leaf trembles 
and is torn free. Wind picks it up and carries it along. Pushes through swirling snowflakes, 
caught in a gust. Now is thrown higher. Cracks as the wind grows stronger. Long tear 
appears. Two pieces slowly rend apart. Flakes of leaf are whipped away by wind. Come 
apart when wind dies enough for leaf to fall towards ground; stone outcropping stabs in two. 
Pieces separate and fall to ground. Snow swirls around them. Gust drags one piece along 
stone until wedges between two rocks and shudders as wind picks away, tearing apart piece 
by piece, until naked stem is lost in dark crevasse between rocks. Other is sheltered by a 
rock. Gradually, snow begins to cover it. Cold whiteness builds higher until no wind 
reaches it. Weight increases until crumbles and is buried. 

James de Boer 
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Wounded 


My husband killed himself last night. 

Shot himself in the cellar 

between the potatoes and the gardening tools. 
He must have been nervous ‘cause 

he accidentally shot his right leg first. 

His aim was better the second time. 

You know the doctor that looks at your 

body only after it’s dead-- 

He said that the bullet went 

through the heart. Dead right away. 


The gunshots woke the kids, 

but I told them to stay put. 

I knew where the shots came from. The cellar. 
I hate going down the cellar stairs. 

It’s so dark. I flicked the light 

at the bottom of the stairs. 

I always told him he should put a switch 
in the kitchen so we don’t fall down 

the steps in the dark. The light hurt 

my eyes but I easily smelled the blood. 

It looked like someone had a tomato fight 
‘cause there were so many red splatters 
on the wall. I almost stepped in some. 
Luckily, I was looking where I was going. 
There he was, near the potatoes, 

like I said. My stomach hurt, 

seeing him just lie there, 

staring up at the ceiling with his 

eyes wide open, like he was hurting or 
something. He was holding the gun 

so tight, the blood-splattered fingers 
clutched the black metal. There was a big hole 
in his chest, red oozing out on to his 
flannel pajamas, the ones I got him 

for Christmas last year. 


I guess I started screaming, 

but I soon stopped because | didn’t 
want the kids to come down. Funny, 

I woke the neighbours with my screams. 
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I must have been pretty loud ‘cause 

they said they never heard any gun shots. 
They made me sit in the kitchen and wanted 
me to drink coffee, but I don’t drink it at night. 
You can’t sleep then. So I just sat there 

and now I am sitting in church 

thinking these thoughts at a funeral 

with the taste of blood still in my mouth, 
listening to the whispers around me. 

I know they’re wondering if I 

pushed him to it. 


I’ll be going home soon. 

I already cleaned the cellar 

before my kids had a chance 

to go down there and see the mess. 

I didn’t want them to see the blood. 

It might give them nightmares. 

He should have known that. 

He should have realized that 

kids don’t like to see that much blood. 
It could damage them for life. 


Sonnet on the Surface 


A former flame showed his face at the door, 
sayng he came hoping to make things right; 


he missed me. (He smelled better than before.) 


Asked me, if I’d like to see him some night. 
I mused for a second, but then said, "no." 
He was looking fine, though older a bit; 
Lost from his words, he decided he’d go. 

I sat in a chair and had to admit 

it’s something about him (besides his car) 
that drove us to each other when we knew 
that our interests were about as far 

apart as our incomes. What would we do, 


Jody Werkema 


if we would...But my hazed eyes catch the time, 
sleep’s important ‘cause my shift starts at nine. 
Beth Ann Douma 
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How to pick up chicks 


from the memoirs of Orson B. Finklemeyer (edited by Greg Sennema) 


... It is a common notion that picking up chicks is an endeavour best left to those 
who occupy elevated societal status, while those who do not must be content with 
the girls that come their way. This idea has been proved by myself to be untrue, and 
can likewise be demonstrated by any ‘man if he follows my simple guidelines on how 
to pick up chicks... | 

... First of all, it is mandatory that the appropriate apparel is worn so as to evoke 
the desired response from the opposite sex. To ensure the girl is relaxed in your 
presence, you must utilize what are called "soothing colours." Pastel shades are 
considered by most psychologists to be the colours of comfort, and therefore it is 
important to wear pastel-coloured socks and underwear. Be careful, because too 
much relaxation will lead to sleep. Thus, pastel colours must not be concentrated in 
a large area, as in pink pants--slacks should be black so as to highlight the socks and 
the underwear (the underwear being visible through the broken fly). Moreover, they 
also suggest to the chick a hint of your rebellious nature, for black usually connotes 
swarthy unconformity. Now, to excite the chick on an intellectual level; a loud plaid 
jacket and tie will keep her blank mind occupied for hours. Finally, to evoke some 
sympathy from her, wrap copious amounts of paper tape around your glasses. Her 
empathetic nature will prod her to reach out to what she assumes to be your 
damaged self image. 

Next, after making sure your hair is set into place with lard, you must proceed to 
the location where many young ladies are sure to be present. The best place is the 
mall. There, the females will either be shoppers, employees, or too young to 
comprehend where they are at all. It is to the first two groups that your efforts 
should be directed. Since their placid minds will be occupied either by the purchase 
of clothes or the complexity of the cash register, it is necessary to use bold tactics to 
catch their easily distracted attention. Thus, when you enter the mall, create a scene 
by crashing into the glass entrance, or by getting your foot caught in the door, or by 
pushing a door when a pulling motion is required. 

As you proceed through the mall, be alert to the women that pass on either side 
of you, as well as those in the stores and those sitting on benches. You will no doubt 
observe that many females’ attention will be caught by your dramatic flair--if not, 
then you are too subdued in your actions. Take long strides; even flip into the 
fountain--anything just to make your presence known. 

Then, when you are sure you have made an impression, you must cast your line. 
Be brave, and head for deep waters. The most attractive girl, the one standing before 
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the earring rack, is the one you want. Tease your hair, reset your glasses, and strut 
towards the rack. When you arrive, act as though you wish to purchase some 
earrings, and keep a careful watch to ascertain the pair she is considering, but is 
hesitant to spend money on. There will most likely be an identical pair on the rack. 
Find them, bring them to the checkout counter, make your purchase, and exit the 
store to wait for your catch outside. Soon, the object of your desire will emerge from 
the store, and you will approach her with the earrings in hand. 

If the chick is respectable and worthy of your love, she will immediately 
comprehend your intentions of love, and will bat her eyelashes and accept your gift. 
At this point, you must carefully unhook the chick from your line and lay her safely 
into your boat. Girls love smart guys, so insinuate that you were taking a homework 
break and strolling through the mall. Inform her that you stopped dead in your 
tracks when you saw her Aphrodite-like form. Charm the chick and imply that hers 
is the face that launched a 1000 ships. Ask her if she wants to join you for some milk 
and cookies; or if that is too forward, if she wants to go to the Arcade and play a few 
games of Deathblazer’s Lair. . . 

If you follow these instructions, you will soon find yourself the proud owner of a 
beautiful woman. . . She will be soothed by the pastel colours, excited about the 
plaid, honoured by the earrings, and amazed at you skill in manoeuvring the 
Deathblazer. .. 


Greg Sennema > 
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